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liar circumstances and occurrences, I had remained in this posi-
tion : it was by a curious path that I got farther. Contrary to the
advice of all my friends, I entered on a new connexion. Their ob-
jections, at first, made me pause. I turned to my invisible Leader,
and, as he permitted me, I went forward without fear.

A man of spirit, heart and talents had bought a property be-
side us. Among the strangers whom I grew acquainted with, were
this person and his family. In our manners, domestic economy
and habits we accorded well; and thus we soon approximated to
each other.

Philo, as I propose to call him, was already middle-aged: in
certain matters he was highly serviceable to my father, whose
strength was now decaying. He soon became the friend of the
family; and finding in me, as he was pleased to say, a person free
alike from the extravagance and emptiness of the great world, and
from the narrowness and aridness of the still world in the country,
he courted intimacy with me, and ere long we were in one ano-
ther's confidence. To me he was very pleasing and useful.

Though I did not feel the smallest incKnatioxi. or capacity for
mingling in public business, or seeking any influence on it, yet 1
liked to hear about such matters, liked to know whatever happened
far and near. Of worldly things, I loved to get a clear though un-
concerned perception : feeling, sympathy, affection, I reserved for
God, for my people and my friends.

The latter were, if I may say so, jealous of Philo, in my new
connexion with him. In more than one sense, they were right in
warning me .about it. I suffered much in secret; for even I could
not consider their remonstrances as altogether empty or selfish.
I had been accustomed, from of old, to give a reason for my views
and conduct; but in this case my conviction would not follow. I
prayed to Gocf> that here as elsewhere he would warn, restrain and
guide me; and as my heart on this did not dissuade me, I went
forward on fir$ way with comfort.

Philo, on the whole, had a remote resemblance to Narciss;
only a pious education had more-enlivened and concentrated his
feelings. He had less vanity, more character; and, in business,
if Narciss was delicate, exact, persevering, indefatigable, the other
was clear, sharp, quick and capable of working with incredible
ease. By means of him, I learned the secret history of almost
every noble personage with whose exterior I had got acquainted
in society. It was pleasant for me to behold the tumult, off my